Candida," The poet's secret that Candida and Morell do not
understand is not what Mr. Archibald Henderson thinks it is,
the Shavian discovery that service, not happiness, is life's higher
aim." A clue to the secret may be found in the utterance of
Marchbanks:

Candida.

How old are you, Eugene*!

Marchbanks,

As old as the world now.   This morning
I was eighteen.1

What the married couple cannot understand, because they have
not experienced it, is the ecstasy of the poet. But the poet is
grateful to his teacher. The stage-direction says that before he
flies into the night he takes on his forehead the mother's kiss of
Candida.
As for the catalyst, Candida, the critics vary widely in their analysis
of her character. The playwright himself describes her as possessing,
" a largeness of mind and dignity of character." From the play
we see that she is an efficient mother-wonaan. It is possible that
she keeps a jealous watch against young women typists getting a
a hold on her husband, as the remark of Burgess to Proserpine
hints at;
Burgess.
No: She (the previous typist) was younger.2
Evidently Candida drove out the previous lady-typist because
she was likely to be attractive to her husband.
Candida has been taught by her husband to think for herself and
speak out boldly. Like her father, she reads the illustrated papers;
the furniture in her house is described as the advertised ** drawing
room suite." She is described as having no concern with the
J.   Candida, ISZl.b,
2.   Ibid., 127.1.b.
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